Night

It seems as if only a moment ago it was still swaying up there and only my gaze made it stop. The blade of its silver disc hangs over the Ubocze ridge like half a pair of shears over a lamb’s neck or a hook over the mouth of a huge fish. It’s the first night of the first lunar phase in October, when it barely has an hour’s stroll across the sky. Soon enough, it’s swallowed by the earth near Grybowo and people are left again in the dark. 


You can’t see your own hand, can’t see other people, can’t see a thing, none of the objects usually signify existence, can’t even see air moving between the fingers. To believe in your own life you either have to touch or retreat into memory. Without the world and its myriad of shapes, man is only a mirror with nothing to reflect. It’s not so obvious during the day, the light finer and thinner than air. It penetrates every nook, defines every shape – the tangible, the visible, the invisible too sometimes. 

Now is different. Primordial dark matter creeps into the veins and circulates like blood. A dog is barking somewhere nearby. People in their homes are prolonging the day with the help of lamps and televisions. They want to see their lives, their baggage, everything they have accumulated within their four walls since the beginning of the world, from the time the first fire was lit. Yet night keeps coming on. From above, far up, the towns and villages resemble dying embers. 


First was the dark, and now, at six thirty p.m., 1996, time is at its oldest. I have some Marlboro’s in my pocket, along with other things, the kind carried round by people at the tail-end of the twentieth century, yet if not for the fancies of memory, I’d be nothing more than a piece of barely animated matter, immersed in primordial depths. It’s possible that the body is merely a warm and dense kind of darkness itself and in moments like these the night simply claims its own. The dark drags on into infinity. Nothing greater than darkness comes to my mind right now. This is how a droplet must feel, melting back into a body of water. 


The embers of Ubocze die down soundlessly and the mountain vanishes in navy blue depths. The district of Ropa reminds me of the legend of the sunken world, where people, to be able to see at all, must conjure up their own light. 


Darkness and time – delicate, invisible substances revealing the fragility of human nature. The mind is no more than the flame of a match in high wind. The soul, out of fear of the dark, curls into the body, which then confirms its own existence by touch alone. In the end, only this simplest of senses remains, thanks to which the worm burrows its way through the earth, with which we can distinguish the living from the dead, and not much else. 

